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CELEBRATES SILVER JUBILEE 


GROUNDBREAKING 
TAKES PLACE MAY 1 



EUPHRASIANITES FETE FATHER 
COLLINS IN GALA PROGRAM 

The sidewalks of “Little Old New 
York” were transported to the stage 
of our Brooklyn school on the occasion 
of the program in honor of Father 
Collins’ Silver Jubilee. After a rous¬ 
ing greeting song by the entire class 
The Glee Club sang “In A Monastery 
Garden” and “Do, Re, Mi.” 

Since the theme of the rest of the 
show was “New York City,” it was 
a natural to feature as the opening 
number “The Sidewalks of New 
York” with practically the entire en¬ 
semble tapping out a Waltz Clog to 
the old familiar tune. Next we were 
invited to “Take An ‘A’ Train” by the 
Beginner Tap Dancing Class. The lure 
of the stage proved a beacon to our 
Advanced Class as they gave us a 
taste of “Broadway Rhythm.” The ad¬ 
vanced beginners replied by tapping 
out “Give My Regards to Broadway.” 
The perennial favorite waltz clog was 
the Intermediates’ choice “In Old New 
York.” Among the other specialty 
numbers were: Military Tap, “Broad¬ 
way Melody,” “Manhattan” and “42nd 
Street.” All the choreography was un¬ 
der the direction of Miss Betty Wat¬ 
son. 

Included in the Beginner Class 
were: Maria Ortiz, Irma Martinez, 
Nieves Rivera, June Heiler, Barbara 
Skahill, Dorothy McCoy, Loretta Rob¬ 
erts, Rosemary Raedy, Margarita 
Rosario, Carmein Garcia. In the Ad¬ 
vanced Beginners were: Margie Velez, 
Anna Lee Jenkins, Naomi Castro, 
Kathleen Sweeney, Mary Ann Fass- 
rainer, Maria Cubero, Edith Perez. 
In the Intermediate Group were: 
Penny McCarty, Mercedes Jung, 
Maria Rodriguez, Gloria Sierra, Lucy 
Rohena, Valerie Dobriner, Janice Car¬ 
lyle, Judith Gabay, Ann Von Tous- 
saint, Santa Tuiz, Pura Rivera, Jane 
Pisciotta. In the Advanced Class 
were: Norma Carmona, Geraldine 
Miles, Elizabeth Negron, Eleanor Car- 
tegena, Lucy Torres, Carmen Batista, 
Anna Velez, Maxine Nash, Denise 
Latimer, and Laura Ward. 


Sylvia Makes First 
Communion 

On Mother’s Day, Sylvia Bello, had 
the happiness of making her First Holy 
Communion. “I’ll never forget the 
wonderful feeling within my soul on 
this day— to have actually received 
the Body and Blood of Our Lord; to 
think that if I were to die right now 
I would go straight to Heaven. I am 
grateful to all who helped me to ob¬ 
tain this happiness and will never for¬ 
get them in my prayers. It was a 
thrill to walk down the Mother’s 
Chapel on this beautiful day.” 


If one zvere to seek out an exciting 
quarter century, a time which has ef¬ 
fected changes in the customs, politics, 
economics and geography of the world, 
he could find no age to equal the past 
twenty-five years. This is the period 
of my priesthood which began in de¬ 
pression and the rise of Nazism and 
Fascism, which has seen war and 
death and “police action ” has watched 
the zvorld shrink into a little globe 
which contains no place more than a 
fezv hours distant from another, the 
mad race to pile up stockpiles of 
nuclear explosives, the spread of god¬ 
liness and hatred and the submerging 
of moral and religious ideals beneath 
the seas of secularism and expediency. 

Yes, these Twenty-five years have 
been years of difficulty, but there is 
the other side of the tapestry, the side 
zvhich a priest must look for and never 
allozv himself to forget. There is the 
goodness and generosity and heroism 
zvhich he meets every day. There arc 
the saints in homes and offices, streets 
and lanes, tenements and palaces. 
There is the thrill zvhich comes zvith 
sending azvay, refreshed, renewed and 
reanimated by grace, the sinner who 
has found light and strength in the 
confessional. There is the peace re¬ 
flected from the dying eyes of one just 
anointed with the saving oil of Ex- 


JUBILEE THOUGHTS 


treme Unction, the rapture of the First 
Communicant, the brave smile of the 
nezvly confirmed, the gratitude of one 
who has, for the first time, begun to 
realize the depth and breadth of God's 
love. There is the almost palpable 
action of the Holy Spirit as the right 
zvords spring unbidden to the Ups of 
preacher or counsellor, bringing zvith 
them solution to a problem and peace 
to a soul. There is, finally, the wonder 
and the awe which fills the heart and 
mind each morning as his consecrating 
zvords bring the Son of God into the 
cradle of his hands. 

The events of a priest's life, those 
zvhich will one day be summed up by 
his eulogist, are difficult to zvrite 
about when the subject is one's seif. 
The important things are locked in 
the secret places of the soul, knozvn 
only to self and to God. The priest 
remembers his weaknesses, his fail¬ 
ures, his impatience, his lack of zeal, 
and bozvs, his head in shame. He 
knows — oh, how well he knows, that 
what good he has accomplished was 
only and entirely by the grace of God. 
His talents are God's gift, the work 
he is given to do is God's work, his 
measure of success but small when bal¬ 
anced against zvhat Our Lord expects 
of him. 

So it is that I find the assignment 


given by the Editor a difficult one. 
I have, during the greater part of my 
life as a priest, been privileged to 
live and work within the fold of the 
Good Shepherd. There I have daily 
seen at close hand the workings of His 
grace, and at times felt the awful 
power of His enemy. In this little 
zvorld there is dedication, deep sanc¬ 
tity, generosity, prayerfulness, unflag¬ 
ging industry and the joy zvhich comes 
only with love of God and God's chil¬ 
dren. 1 have listened to stories of 
heartbreak and I haze beheld miracles 
of grace. I have been blessed, indeed! 

At the end, then, of my first (!) 
twenty-five years I am most grateful 
—to Our Blessed Lord and His dear 
Mother, to the Sisters of the Good 
Shepherd, to the Sisters Magdalens, 
and to the generations of girls who 
have been to me an inspiration over 
the fast-running days. As I offer my 
Jubilee Mass I shall ask the Good 
Shepherd Himself to bestow upon 
them all His choicest and greatest 
gifts—in appreciation for the devo¬ 
tion, the charity, the kindness and the 
loving respect they have always and 
ever shown to this humbly grateful 
Jubilarian. 

FATHER COLLINS 


On the feast of St. Joseph the 
Worker, ground was finally broken 
to signify the starting of the new 
Madonna Heights School. The Right 
Reverend Monsignor William J. Mc¬ 
Kenna of the Rockville Centre diocese 
said the prayer and was the first to 
break ground; he was followed by 
our chaplain, Father Collins; the 
Honorable James R. Grover, Jr., As¬ 
semblyman of Suffolk County; Mother 
Mary Hildegarde, Provincial; and 
Mother Mary Patrick, Superior. 

Father Collins gave an inspiring 
five-minute talk on our work and 
wished us continued success. Benedic¬ 
tion followed the groundbreaking. It 
was held outdoors to accommodate 
the large crowd in attendance. Right 
Reverend Monsignor J. Jerome Reddy 
was celebrant. 

A luncheon was served in the audi¬ 
torium. Very Reverend Monsignor 
Francis J. Williams, rector of St. 
Agnes Cathedral, gave the invocation. 
The main speakers were Right Rever¬ 
end Monsignor Charles E. Berming- 
ham, Director of Catholic Charities 
for Rockville Centre diocese, and Mr. 
John J. Lynch, President of the Kings 
County Trust Company. 

The very next day the bulldozers, 
trucks, etc. went to work. Our future 
home has at last been started. 

We are deeply grateful to all who 
helped make this big event a success. 
Both the Brooklyn and Rockville 
Centre dioceses were well represented. 
May God speed the work. > 

The site of our new home i^he 
former Baruch Estate which was pur¬ 
chased about seven years ago by 
Mother Mary Divine Heart who was 
superior of Brooklyn at that time. Its 
location and surroundings are beauti¬ 
ful and will well befit the ne\v chapel, 
school and Sisters Magdalens’ convent. 
The Sisters’ convent was built shortly 
after the purchase of the grounds. 


OUR HOME HERE IN 
BROOKLYN 

Our home is old and ready for its 
final rest. It is with sadness that we 
look upon the demolition of a home 
that has sheltered and helped so many 
girls to renew their place in society. 

What’s so wonderful? Well, it 
seems to have an atmosphere of holi¬ 
ness which has been passed on by the 
many good Mothers who have gone 
to their eternal rest and happiness 
with their Divine Shepherd. We try 
to retain and absorb this wonderful 
heritage so that we too may leave and 
find the happiness and peace which we 
obtained during our stay here. Another 
year and God willing, we will move to 
our new residence at Huntington. 

May the happy, holiness, and homi¬ 
ness which we possess here, follow 
us to our new home. It is not mod¬ 
ernization that will do this but the 
spirit of all who reside at the new 
school. 

We thank God for His many bless¬ 
ings and graces which He has so gen¬ 
erously granted us in our stay with 
the Good Shepherd Mothers. 
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A Tribute to Our Chaplain 

Twenty-five of the best years of yon** life, Father, you have devoted to 
the hundreds anu hundreds of girls who have found in you a real good shepherd 
. . . one to whom the smallest and weakest is just as precious as the strongest. 
You know your sheep and they know you . . . your fatherly kindness, unfail¬ 
ing patience and complete understanding of their problems. 

Down through the years and up to these days of June, nineteen hundred 
and sixty-one, all your children praise you and bless you for giving real 
meaning to the Sacrifice of the Mass; for reconciling them to the Good 
Shepherd with your soft words of absolution ; nourishing their souls with the 
Bread of Life; feeding their minds in your religious instruction; urging them 
to become faithful daughters of Mary through complete dedication in Her 
Sodality. 

We thank you. Father, in the name of the Mothers, for laboring with 
them in forming us to be loving children of God. They want you to know 
how deeply they appreciate your priestliness, your unfailing devotion and your 
complete dedication to the work of the Good Shepherd. 

May your Silver Jubilee of ordination be filled from morning to night 
with very special joy, Father. We will pray for you on that day and every 
day of our lives that you will be blessed for all you have done to help us know, 
love and serve God here . . . that we may be happy with Him forever in 
Heaven. 


Christ and Tommy 

A little boy went into church 
And up the aisle he walked. 

He knelt down at the altar rail, 

To the crucifix he talked: 

“Say, do you really love me God, 

My mother says you do. 

Then how much do you love me, God, 

If what she says is true? 

Do you love me more than a penny’s worth 
Or more than a dollar can buy? 

Could it be a hundred dollars worth— 

I guess that’s going too high.’’ 

The little fellow listened for he 
Wanted to hear God’s Voice. 

And God just had to answer him; 

He had no other choice. 

“Ah, yes, I love you, Tommy lad. 

What your Mother says is true. 

And more than all the world’s great wealth 
Is the love I have for you. 

You know I’d like to reach my hands 
And clasp you close to Me 
But I can’t because of love for you 
They’ve nailed to this cross-shaped tree. 

Please never forget I love you, boy 
May I ask one thing of you? 

Because I love you, Tommy lad 
Won’t you try to love me too.” 

Adapted hy Rachel Alvarez 


ALL THE WORLD HONORS DR. TOM DOOLEY 


MY INDUSTRIOUS ESSAY 


I have a problem. It is a problem 
that all high school students are fa¬ 
miliar with—if not yet, they will be, 
when they reach their Junior year. 
Let me not keep you in abeyance; my 
problem is an essay! Yes, an essay; 
I have to write one. Don’t misunder¬ 
stand me. My problem is not that I 
have to write one, but I don’t know 
how! 

Realizing the consequences, I de¬ 
cided to write on an essay. In writing 
an essay, the author can or may ex¬ 
press his personal feelings, thoughts, 
and emotions, on a certain subject, 
person, or thing. An essay has no 
rules. That’s an alleviation! I do not 
believe in brevity, but I must get to 
the point. What is an essay anyhow? 
In my opinion, it is just matter, it 
occupies space; (in notebooks) and 
has weight, (makes them heavier) 
It cannot be created; (I am not able 
to write one) and it cannot be de¬ 
stroyed. (I cannot put essays out of 
existence) Essays give me terrible 
headaches. Sometimes I think I have 
ulcers, from worry. Perhaps it’s essay 
fever. Oh, don’t doubt it! Have you 
heard of those people who work feed¬ 
ing hay to horses? Well, after a while, 
they get hay fever. You see, nothing 
is impossible in this world. 

And now I have to come to the con¬ 
clusion of my industrious essay! 

—Pura Rivera 


SUMMER PLANS FOR 
E. H. S. GIRLS 

Soon we’ll be making our daily 
trips to Madonna Heights for swim¬ 
ming and outdoor cooking. We are 
happy to learn that counsellors, Misses 
Dorothy and Ronnie Gavin will be 
with us again. A program is being 
planned to make the summer a happy 
one for us Euphrasianites. We are 
grateful to Mother Superior for mak¬ 
ing everything so pleasant for us. 


SPORTSMANSHIP 

During life, we will meet different 
kinds' of people, as we all know, some 
whom we’ll like, and others whom we 
won’t, because of their type of char¬ 
acter. This will go on all through life. 
God planned it that way. It would be 
a terribly boring life if everyone 
thought, dressed, and looked alike. 
There would be nothing new—oh, life 
would be horrid! 

Sometimes we meet with people 
whom we can’t tolerate. We notice 
their smallest faults; but it never oc¬ 
curs to us that it might be we who are 
wrong and not always the other per¬ 
son. Since in life (as I said before), 
we will meet all types of people, we 
must learn to bear with their wrongs 
patiently. We must learn to hold our 
tongue in order not to hurt another’s 
feeiings. 

In our employment where we are in 
close union with others, we must for¬ 
give injuries. Our thoughtfulness and 
kindness will create a good feeling 
among the workers. In the home is the 
place where we first learn to develop 
our good traits. All these things can be 
secured and anchored by the practice 
of good sportsmanship. If we are good 
sports, we will always get along with 
everyone. We will be able to take 
hardships and offer them up silently. 

Now, it is very easy for me to say 
this; yet I know it will not come this 
easy when trying to achieve our goal. 
It takes hard work, and we all must 
work to make this a better and happier 
world to live in—but it can’t be the 
work of a few, it must be universal. 

Practicing good sportsmanship 
during your school life will help de¬ 
velop the virtues needed to be success¬ 
ful both in the home and in the busi¬ 
ness world. 

Pura Rivera 

IN MEMORIAM 
Sr. Mary of St. 

Francis Xavier R.G.S. 



At the Crossroads of 
GRADUATION 


Sandra Robinson 

For four years I have dreamed of 
the day when I would walk down an 
aisle along with my classmates, and 
receive my high school diploma. Al¬ 
though I have tried and tried to pic¬ 
ture myself walking down that aisle, 
I never could quite see it clearly. “It’s 
just a dream,” I told myself. 

Now here I am in my last year of 
high school, and the day for my grad¬ 
uation is coming very rapidly. Can you 
believe that eight months have passed 
by so quickly? I cannot. I can well 
remember when I was a sophomore 
here at Euphrasian High School. 
How I envied the Senior class that 
year! There they were, practically 
graduated, and out of school forever! 
That part appealed to me more than 
the rest of the idea of graduating. 
And now that I am a senior and am 
about to graduate too (I am hoping), 
I realize that I am just leaving this 
part of my formal education, and the 
wonderful teachers who have tried so 
hard to get something into my head, 
only to go out into another form of 
school that is just as difficult or maybe 
even more so. Will I miss Euphrasian 
and the teachers and girls? Who 
wouldn’t? They are like members of 
my own family. They will hold a 
special place in my heart for as long 
as I live. It is because of them that 
my dream will become a reality. 

May I add that we seniors, Emily 
Diaz, Helen Wizgard and myself have 
been fortunate enough to obtain posi¬ 
tions in local business offices, and will 
soon be putting into practice what we 
have learned. So, even though we are 
leaving, we know that we will not be 
forgotten by those to whom we owe 
so much. We know that we are loved, 
and that the Mothers will pray for our 
success in our new “school,” and we 
deeply appreciate it. God bless you all! 

JUNIORS HEAR 
"FALL OF THE HOUSE 
OF USHER” 

Chills raced up and down the 
spinel of tinging Juniors at Euphra¬ 
sian High as they listened very at¬ 
tentively to a recording of Edgar Al¬ 
lan Poe’s “Fall of the House of 
Usher.” Poe, was a dope addict which 
probably accounted for his rather 
weird and morbid style of writing. 

“I,” he began, “was invited to the 
House of Usher where I witnessed the 
very peculiar action of Roderick 
Usher, my friend, since boyhood. His 
odd habits were then accounted for 
by the deterioration of the mind of 
his twin sister, Madeleine, who was 
also his only heir. This fact of his 
sister’s debility could possibly be due 
to the haunted house she lived in 
which was surrounded by decayed 
trees and fungi. There was little op¬ 
portunity for investigation because be¬ 
fore I knew it, I was aiding in the 
entombment of Miss Madeleine’s 
body.” 

Terror now characterized Mr. 
Usher as he imagined that his sister’s 
ghost kept reappearing. “I tried to 
console him by reading but there in 
the doorway, in a flowing white robe 
stood Miss Madeleine Usher. She was 
buried alive and now returned to 
take her brother’s life.” 

Exciting as this story was, you 
would have to read or listen to it 
yourself to get the full benefit of it. 
The chills, thrills, excitement, ad- 


We Catholics, as well as all Ameri¬ 
can youth, look upon Dr. Tom Dooley 
with great joy and pride. Truly his 
tremendous zeal in helping those most 
in need of help was backed by a strong 
and firm faith in God. As an inspira¬ 
tion to all, we would like to quote 
parts of his letter to Rev. Theodore 
M. Hesburgh, president of Notre 
Dame University, to whom Dr. Dooley 
confided some of his last thoughts on 
life and death. 

“They’ve got me down. Flat on the 
back . . . with plaster, sand bags, and 
hot water bottles. I’ve contrived a way 
of pumping the bed up a bit, so that, 
with a long reach, I can get to my 
typewriter . . . my mind . . . my brain 
. . . my fingers. 

Two things prompt this note to you. 
The first is that whenever my cancer 
acts up . . . and it is certainly ‘acting 
up’ now ... I turn inward a bit. Less 
do I think of my hospitals around the 
world, or of 94 doctors, fund-raising, 
and the like. 

More do I think of one Divine Doc¬ 
tor, and my own personal fund of 
grace. Is it enough? 

... it has become pretty definite 
that tlie cancer has spread to the lum¬ 
bar vertebrae, accounting for all the 
back problems over the last months. 
I have monstrous phantoms ... as all 
men do. But I try to exorcise them 
with all the fury of the Middle Ages. 
And inside and outside the wind blows. 

But when the time comes, like now, 
then the storm around me does not 
matter. The winds within me do not 
matter. Nothing human or earthly 
can touch me. 

A wilder storm of peace gathers in 
my heart. What seems unpossessable I 
can possess. What seems unfathom¬ 
able, I fathom. What is unutterable, 
I can utter. Because I can pray. I 
can communicate. How do people en¬ 
dure anything on earth if they cannot 
have God? 

I realize that external symbols that 
surround one when he prays are not 
important. The stark wooden cross on 
an altar of boxes in Haiphong with a 
tortured priest . . . the same magnifi¬ 
cence of the Sacred Heart Bernini 
altar . . . they are essentially the same. 
Both are symbols. It is the Something 
else there that counts. 

But just now . . . and just so many 
times, how I long for the Grotto, 
(The Grotto, also on the Notre Dame 
campus, is an exact copy of the noted 
Catholic shrine at Lourdes). 

Away from the Grotto, Dooley just 
prays. But at the Grotto, especially 
now when there must be snow every¬ 
where and the lake is ice glass and 
that triangular fountain on the left is 
frozen solid and all the priests are 


venture and shock all come along quite 
naturally as part of the story. Need¬ 
less to say, the Juniors are looking 
forward to their next Edgar Allan 
Poe Recording in the English class. 

—Anne Marie DeSurrey 


INQUIRING REPORTER 

After having read the essay “Youth 
and Age” by Francis Bacon in the 
Junior class, Miss Quiz asked the 
girls what they thought of the sub¬ 
ject. Here are a few of the opinions: 
* * * * 

JUDITH O’GRADY: “Today’s 
world needs the wisdom of Age and 
the spirit and enthusiasm of Youth. 
Both play an important part in the 
great needs of the world.” 

* * * * 

RAMONITA LOPEZ: “Youth 
acts and then thinks afterwards. Age 
(a wise person) thinks before he 
acts.” 

* * * * 

ANDREA SHARFF: “Youth is 
more flexible than Age but Age has 
the big word behind it that they call 
“Experience.” Although Youth thinks 
the advice of oldsters is rather stupid 
and silly, when Youth moves on to 
Age, it soon finds out the wisdom of 
the advice.” 

* * * * 


bundled in their too-large coats and 
the students wear snow boots ... if 
I could go to the Grotto now, then 
I think I could sing inside. 

I could be full of faith and poetry 
and loveliness and know more beauty, 
tenderness, and compassion. This is 
soggy sentimentalism, I know. Cold 
prayers from a hospital bed are just 
as pleasing to God as more youthful 
prayers from a Grotto on the lid of 
night. 

But like telling a mother in labor, 
‘It’s okay, millions have endured the 
labor pains and survived happy . . . 
you will, too.’ Its’ consoling . . . but 
doesn’t lessen the pain. Accordingly, 
knowing prayers from here are just 
as good as from Grotto doesn’t lessen 
my gnawing, yearning passion to be 
there. 

... So, Father Hesburgh, Notre 
Dame is twice on my mind . . . and 
always in my heart. That Grotto is 
the rock to which my life is anchored. 

Do the students ever appreciate what 
they have, while they have it? I know 
1 never did. Spent most of my time 
being angry at the clergy at school 
... 10 p.m. bed check, absurd for a 
19-year old veteran, etc., etc. 

. . . Though I lack a certain buoy¬ 
ancy in my bones just now, I lack none 
in my spirit. I must return to the 
States very soon, and I hope to sneak 
into that Grotto . . . l>efore the snow 
has melted. . . . 

Very sincerely, 

TOM DOOLEY 

The above letter leaves no more to 
be said, but it surely leaves us with 
much to think about with regard to 
our own lives. What are you doing 
to “set the world on fire with the 
Christ’s love.” 


Euphrasianite, Judy Gabay, received 
this letter shortly before Dr. Dooley’s 
death : 

“Dear Judith, 

This is just to let you know that 
your lovely letter and picture of St. 
Jude arrived in Memorial Hospital and 
we wish to thank you for it. While Dr. 
Tom was not able to read it, we feel 
that you will have a little comfort in 
knowing that he was always aware of 
the mountain of mail and it became 
a silent sentinel of love and affection 
and a source of comfort to Dr. Tom, 
his familv, and his volunteers and the 
staff of MEDICO. 

While Dr. Tom often said people 
like you “are the rain for my roots 
and fuel for my fire,” we also feel 
that you will now help us to keep his 
candle lighted. 

Again, many thanks for your inter¬ 
est, help and prayers. 

Teresa Gallagher 


Eup^rahtn 
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I. to r. Rev. Joseph M. Collins, Monsignor Wm. McKenna, Rev. Joseph Konrad, Mother Mary Hildegard 

and Mother Mary Patrick. 


Euphradio News 

A group of women from the Veter¬ 
ans’ Association once againg visited 
us bringing refreshments, including 
home-made cakes. Each girl received 
a beautiful colored kerchief which she 
immediately donned to show off. Danc¬ 
ing followed. GRATIAS to our 
thoughtful women. 

* * * 

The Girl Scout Troop from Wood- 
haven entertained us with their choir. 
This was followed by soda and cookies 
—and picture taking. All had an en¬ 
joyable afternoon—THANKS to our 
Scouts. 

* * * 

An Easter Parade, showing off the 
beautiful dresses we received for the 
feast, was held for all Mothers. We 
paraded to the tune “Your Easter 
Bonnet” and felt mighty good as we 
passed by in a fashion show manner. 
* * * 

A group of young women presented 
the class with a 57-pound solid milk 
chocolate bunny. Needless to say, 
when one cut (with a hack-saw) was 
made, it was quickly devoured by the 
Euphrasianites. Our Group Mothers 
had the bunny arranged on a table, 
resting in green grass (not real of 
course!) and surrounded by yellow 
chicks and a billion jelly beans. It 
was such a pleasant surprise to all of 
us, and we know the Mothers must 
have stayed up late arranging and 
struggling in their attempt to bring the 
bunny from his hiding place in order 
to surprise us. THANKS SO MUCH, 
dear Mothers. 

* * * 

Among the many new activities tak¬ 
ing place is cheerleading which is 
taught to us by a group of girls from 
Saviour’s High School. It sort of 
explains the dragging of feet and the 
long drawn out . . . oh’s . . . which 
are heard throughout the building 
following a practice session. On Mon¬ 
day mornings we are happy to sit still 
in class as the aches and pains are 
only then beginning to leave us. 

But are we discouraged? No indeed ! 
In fact, we think we are getting pretty 
good. It’s the limbering up that gets 
you. After a few lessons we hardly 
feel a thing ... so our teachers said! 
* * * 

THE SOUND OF THUNDER! 
If you are quietly meditating in chapel 
on Sunday, it is not the roar of 
thunder that interrupts your thoughts, 
but the Euphrasianites with their new 
tap dancing teacher, Miss Betty Wat¬ 
son. Miss Watson, a former Rockette 
at the Radio City Music Hall and 
now a professional teacher, has us all 
on the march. To her we cheerfully tip 
our hats and welcome her instructions 
which take place from one to five 
on Sunday afternoons. At least half the 
class participate for hour lessons. 


For nearly twenty years now the 
grammar school has had the good 
fortune of the teaching of Miss Brod¬ 
erick who is certainly a credit to her 
profession. Her devotedness and un¬ 
selfish giving of herself and her time, 
find her always helping students, 
whether it be during class time or on 


EUPHRASIANITES GREET 
MOTHER SUPERIOR 

On May 15, Mother Patrick cele¬ 
brated her feast (since it came during 
Lent it was postponed) and we all 
celebrated with her. 

Mother came over to Class about 
10:00 A.M. with the other Mothers 
for a short entertainment. The Class 
greeting song was to the tune of 
“I’m Looking Over a Four Leaf 
Clover.” The official greeting was a 
performance by our newly formed 
cheerleading group and was most 
unique. Mother seemed very pleased. 
The Glee Club then sang KILLAR- 
NEY and the harmony was beautiful. 
As they finished, the piano playing 
changed to WHEN IRISH EYES 
ARE SMILING. As the Glee Club 
hummed, our “Brooklyn Rockettes” 
came from behind the stage to give us 
a wonderful demonstration of their 
quickly learned talent. The occasion 
closed with the festal song. 

Mother Patrick spoke to us after 
the entertainment, and said she was 
very pleased with us. She asked us to 
pray for success in the building of 
our new school at Madonna Heights. 

We wish to thank Mother Superior 
for granting us this wonderful oppor¬ 
tunity to learn under the tutelage of 
a real professional, and we hope to 
really show our appreciation by our 
entertainments. 

* * * 

We have recently acquired a musical 
director to assist in the training of our 
Glee Club. The director’s name is 
Daniel J. O’Neil of Freeport. Mr. 
O’Neil was a serious student of the 
violin at an early age and when he 
was only seventeen, he played in the 
first violin section of the Springfield 
Symphony Orchestra. 

When he matriculated at Holy Cross 
College, he shortly became concert 
master and soloist for the College 
Musical Organization. After his mar¬ 
riage, he became a director of the 
Saint Christopher’s Church Choir in 
Baldwin. 

We feel honored to have the assist¬ 
ance of Mr. O’Neil who complements 
our daily directress, Mother Mary 
Esther. 

* * * 

In addition to the Senior-Junior 
Prom, the Sophomore and Freshmen 
classes had their party night too in 
the same atmosphere of the Prom; 
in successive nights Vocational A and 
B, concluding with the Seventh and 
Eighth grade in honor of the Eighth 
grade graduates. 

We are very grateful to the Moth¬ 
ers for the lovely evening they pro¬ 
vided for each one of us. 


her free time. 

It is to our regret that there is a 
possibility that she will be unable to 
accompany us to our new school when 
we eventually move to Huntington. 
Her understanding and patience has 
brought us many blessings, and we 
are indeed indebted to her. If it be 
our loss, it will be another school’s 
gain. 


Enjoy Communion Breakfast 

Sodalists gathered together once 
more for their Annual Communion 
Breakfast. It was a very memorable 
occasion for all of us. The hall in 
which it was held was decorated very 
appropriately—for it was all blue, 
which is known to be Our Lady’s color. 

After our breakfast, consisting of 
fruit cup, ham and eggs, coffee, rolls, 
and coffee cake, our chaplain, Rev. 
Joseph M. Collins, explained fully 
what the Communion Breakfast really 
meant and how it was started. 

Our wonderful Mother Superior 
came over with some of the Mothers, 
and she said a few very inspiring 
words to us which made us feel proud, 
and happy to be members of Our 
Lady’s Sodality. Mother George, who 
was the moderator of the Sodality for 
twenty-five years, was asked to say a 
few words to us, which we were 
certainly pleased to hear. v 

We are most grateful to our new 
moderator, Mother Madeleine for her 
encouragement in helping us to be 
more Marv-like, and to Mother Repa- 
rata and her “kitchen crew“ for the 
scrumptious breakfast. 

Frances O'Dell 


PRAYER TO OUR LADY 
OF SCHOOLS 

We would like to reprint a copy of 
the prayer to Our Lady of Schools 
which seems so appropriate and fitting 
for us youth of today who are exposed 
to a materialistic and self-centered 
atmosphere so prevalent in our present 
times ■ 

“O Immaculate Virgin, invoked by 
young students under the name of Our 
Lady of Schools, we choose thee for 
our patroness and our Beloved Queen. 
Preserve our school life from all that 
might hinder our intellectual, moral 
or religious training. Teach us to walk 
in the footsteps of Jesus, our Divine 
Brother, by practicing the special vir¬ 
tues of youth: charity, obedience, pur¬ 
ity, love of study and of sacrifice, 
Christian and all-conquering joy. Our 
Lady of Schools shelter us under thy 
maternal protection, in order that thy 
sweet Jesus may ever be the light of 
our minds and the love of our hearts. 
Amen. 


MOTHER PROVINCIAL 
VISITS BROOKLYN 

During a recent visit the girls of 
Euphrasian High School presented 
Mother Provincial with a gift for every 
month of the year. 

JANUARY was Ann Von Toussaint, 
with a gayly decorated gift topped off 
by a snowman. 

FEBRUARY was a Valentine doll on 
top of a red wrapped box. This was 
presented by Frances O’Dell. 

MARCH the month of the Irish was 
Kathleen Nelson. Her gift was a dis¬ 
play of pipes and shamrocks. 

APRIL with it’s showers brought 
Claire Madson with a gift covered 
with tiny colorful umbrellas. 

MAY the month of Our Lady was 
Barbara Skahill. Her dainty blue 
wrapped gift was set with a circle of 
carnations around a small statue of 
the Blessed Virgin. 

JUNE was a rose wrapped gift pre¬ 
sented by Irma Martinez. 


Marjorie Soules—Nurse 

A broken leg, an injured arm, or a 
pain in the neck, always find Miss 
Soules ready with her “mending uten¬ 
sils.” A registered nurse, she is on 
hand daily to handle all emergencies— 


JULY was a big drum with lots of 
tiny Flags, presented by Margaret Ac- 
curso with the colors of our flag, red, 
white and blue. 

AUGUST was the month for fishing 
so fish it was with a sailboat to go 
with it. This was Mary Ann Fass- 
rainer’s gift. 

SEPTEMBER the school month, was 
a slate and a shiny red apple on top 
a big gift. This was Lillian Kampf’s 
gift. 

OCTOBER and autumn leaves was 
Ann Marie DeSurrey. 

NOVEMBER was Pat Spellman. Her 
gift had the horn of plenty and nuts 
evenly scattered for decoration. 

DECEMBER was Margie Velez and 
of course a little Christmas Tree with 
artificial snow. 

Mother was very pleased and most 
thankful for everythin? but most of 
all for the prayers of all the girls. The 
evening ended with the glee club sing¬ 
ing “Do Ra Me” from the Sound of 
Music and “This Is My Country.” 


serious or minor. She assists Dr. 
Tisdale, M.D., who weekly examines 
any girl in need of his assistance. 

Our poor photographer had a hard 
time chasing Miss Soules around her 
usual chore routine in order to obtain 
a picture, but she finally got it! 



Judith O’Grady 
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Springtime's Fantasies 

I’ve seen some pretty things in Spring— 

Like sparrows floating on the wing. 

A fawn—he tries to stand up straight; 

The buck he tries to imitate. 

The early morning dew that lies 
Softly beneath open skies. 

The little saplings, branches raised— 

’Neath which cattle gently graze. 

The sweetness of the blowing wind 
While taking early morning swims; 

The hungry feeling that is down deep 
As smells of bacon waft along the creek. 

The softness of a Springtime rain, 

The flowing of a horse’s mane; 

And then at last to lie at rest 
Within a home that Christ has blessed! 

—Dorothy Long 


Hold Senior Junior Prom 


Basketball Tournament 
Finishes the Season 


This year we had one of the most 
exciting tournaments held. The Gram¬ 
mar School surprisingly defeated 
Vocational B by a one point lead. 
That afternoon, the juniors won an 
easy triumph over the Sophomores. 
The following week, the tall Junior 
team took on the Freshman Shorties, 
and were given the surprise of their 
life as the Freshmen moved in and 
out like eels so that they had the 
Juniors dizzy trying to locate them, or 
to get away from them. The roar of 
the audience could be heard in down¬ 
town Brooklyn as the score ended in 


MEET THE WONDER 
WORKER 

Who? St. Anthony of Padua of 
course. The Euphrasianites have be¬ 
come ardent devotees of this marvelous 
miracle worker and special protector 
from the snares of the devil. Every 
Tuesday night we hold a procession 
and novena to honor our dear Saint. 

This glorious Saint was born at 
Lisbon in 1195 and in Baptism received 
the name “Ferdinand.” He was edu¬ 
cated in the Cathedral School at Lis¬ 
bon and at the age of 15 entered the 
cloister of St. Vincent. Gifted with a 
prodigious memory and excellent un¬ 
derstanding, he soon gathered a store 
of theological knowledge. Haying seen 
the bodies of the first Franciscan mar¬ 
tyrs, he, too, was inflamed with the 
desire of martyrdom, and joined the 
order of Friars Minor, taking the 
name of Anthony. He soon became 
a well-known preacher with his win¬ 
ning countenance, loud clear voice, 
wonderful memory and the extra¬ 
ordinary gift of miracles. 

Among the many miracles which St. 
Anthony wrought in the conversion 
of heretics, these three are notably 
recorded. The first is that of a horse 
which kept fasting for three days, and 
refused the oats placed before him, 
until he had knelt down and adored 
the Blessed Sacrament, which St. 
Anthony held in his hands. The sec¬ 
ond is that of the poisoned food which 
the Italian heretics had given Anthony, 
and which he, having made the sign of 
the cross over it, rendered harmless. 
The third is the famous sermon to 
the fishes. Many more miracles were 
performed which will be found in the 
Life of St. Anthony. 

At the end of Lent 1231, Anthony 
retired to Padua where he was taken 
with a severe illness. He was trans¬ 
ferred to Vercilli, and strengthened 
by the apparition of Our Lord, he died 
at the age of 36 on June 13, 1231. Thus 
ended the life of that holy man, but 
his miracles still live on and his mem¬ 
ory will ever be dear. 

BURNS BROS. 

Fuel Oil—Burners—Coal 

We are proud to be suppliers to the 
Schools, Churches, and Rectories of 
your Diocese. Continuing a tradition 
of almost 100 years of personalized 
service. 

222 Varick Avenue Brooklyn 37, N. Y. 

GLenmore 6-6500 


a 17-17 tie. In a two-minute over¬ 
time play, Junior, Ann Von Tous- 
saint, with the help of her teammates, 
managed to make a beautiful one- 
handed shot which ended in a triumph 
for Juniors. 

In the afternoon the Juniors took on 
the victorious Grammar School, and 
quickly scored up points. Then the 
scrappy graders “got on the ball” and 
started moving rapidly. The already 
tired Juniors had a hard time hold¬ 
ing them down, but came out victori¬ 
ous with 26-16 score. 

The Volley Ball winners did it 
again—and we congratulate them on 
their splendid team work. Our “hats 
off” to the challenging teams who 
really made the Juniors work for their 


Orchestra Entertains 
Euphrasianites 

The orchestra from St. Andrew 
Avellino's Grammar School in Flush¬ 
ing gave us a delightful afternoon 
with their superb performance. Under 
the direction of Sister Mary Corinne, 
O.P., fifty-five boys and girls ranging 
from grades 4 to 8 held us entranced 
with excellent renditions. They started 
with the STAR SPANGLED BAN¬ 
NER and continued on with the fol¬ 
lowing : “National Medleys,” “For¬ 
gotten Dreams,” “Echoes From Grand 
Opera,” “Music Man,” “Two Guitars,” 
“Grandfather’s Clock,” and finished off 
with Irish music, BEST LOVED 
IRISH MELODIES. The above pro¬ 
gram was interspersed \vith an Ac¬ 
cordion Band consisting of six mem¬ 
bers ; Irish jig music and LONDON¬ 
DERRY AIR by Sean Patrick Quinn, 
an eighth grader, who has made sev¬ 
eral public appearances in Dublin it¬ 
self ; lastly, nine-year old Nicky 
Paraiso who had us spellbound with 
the piano solo VALSE by Durand. 
Unless we saw them with our own 
eyes, I’m afraid we would have be¬ 
lieved them to be recordings of prom¬ 
inent musicians. 

Although the last mentioned were 
the only solos, Sister said her orches¬ 
tra is full of talented youngsters. This 
was easy to understand because of the 
wonderful harmony expressed as a 
unit by the various members of these 
youthful maestros. 

We wish to thank Father Robert 
Moore, director of the parish youth 
activities, who made all the arrange¬ 
ments and provided the transporta¬ 
tion. MUCHO GRACIAS to all at 
St. Andrew’s! 

FLASH! While going to the press, 
Sean Quinn came out in the number 
one place at the CYO individual mus¬ 
ical competition. 
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HELEN WIZGARD 
CROWNS OUR LADY 

“O Mary we crown thee with blos¬ 
soms today, Queen of the Angels, 
Queen of the May.” To the tune of 
this beautiful hymn, I placed the 
crown of flowers on Our Lady’s head. 

May 31 dawned bright and lovely 
for the day of Our Lady’s crowning. 
Wearing a white gown and veil, I 
was privileged to be the one to crown 
Our Lady this year. The two attend¬ 
ants, Frances O’Dell and Nydia Cam- 
piz, wore gowns of light blue. Sara 
Velez, carrying the crown, also wore 
blue. The guard of honor was formed 
by the Juniors and Seniors. The pro¬ 
cession started indoors, went around 
the yard and was finished in the chapel 
with the girls singing many hymns 
to Our Lady. It was a wonderful 
day and will long be remembered by 
all. 


ALL VISIT FAIRYLAND 

Fairyland — (have you ever been 
there? Well, we visited it on June 
3rd, 1961. On this day, we celebrated 
Mother Madeleine’s (our Group 
Mother) feast. 

She was greeted by “Snow White 
and the Seven Dwarfs.” All the fairies 
you know were flying around: Peter 
Pan, Pinocchio, even Old King Cole. 
Four plays were performed by the 
girls themselves: “Hollywood can 
Wait;” “Witch Hazel;” “Mother 
Goose Opera;” and “Hansel and 
Gretel.” The scenery was made by our 
talented artists Lillian Kampf and 
Gloria Sierra. 

A picnic Supper followed the play 
and this enjoyable feast closed with 
the movie “Cinder-Fella.” 

I am sure that our “Fairyland” was 
enjoyed by both Mother Madeleine and 
the members of the class. We wish you 
could have all been with us. 


A Friend 

A friend for me 
Must really be 
A friend indeed 
In time of need. 

A friend when sorrow 
Comes my way 
Will always stay 
Not stroll away. 

In time of fears 
And maybe tears 
Will always stay 
Not go away. 

—Loretta Roberts 
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The night has finally arrived, 
thought the thrilled Seniors and Jun¬ 
iors here at Euphrasian. At last the 
time had come for their long awaited 
Senior Prom. 

After waiting impatiently all day 
we took practically an hour and a 
half to adorn ourselves in our most 
beautiful pastel-colored gowns. It was 
six-thirty when we anxiously filed 
downstairs to be met by a most deli¬ 
cious, formal dinner. The scenery was 
that of Chinatown with dragons, fans, 
and lanterns everywhere in sight. 
When the eight course meal was fully 
enjoyed by everyone, the dance floor, 
with still more refreshments when we 
wanted them, was left to us. Thus did 
we remain for the rest of the night. 

When the evening was due to come 
to an end, everyone sang “Auld Lang 
Syne” to the seniors as they stood 
in the center of the floor. This will 
surely be a memorable night in the 
diaries of all the seniors. Although the 
Juniors enjoyed the affair tremen¬ 
dously, they are all looking even more 
forward to the enjoyment of it as 
the Seniors of 1962. 

Anne Marie De Surrey 


A Smile 

A smile is really worth much more 
Than millions of dollars at your 

door, 

And any time you’re feeling blue, 
This is the thing you ought to do. 

Give a little smile each day, 

It will lead you through a way, 

And if you meet someone you know, 
Just give them a smile and say 
“Hello!” 

In time in sorrow, hope or thought 
Never let your smile be bought, 

And if you smile, you’ll surely see 
A better child to always be. 

Pennies and dollars can go your way, 
But a smile can never fade away. 

A smile can go from East to West 
To scatter sunshine at its best. 

—Norma Carmona 


Sign seen in Southern meat market: 

* * 

It’s a tough world for the Amer¬ 
ican businessman. Every time he 
comes up with something new, the 
Russians invent it a week later and 
the Japanese make it cheaper. 

* * * * 
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IN MEMORY OF 
"LITTLE ANTHONY" 

It was on a warm summer morn¬ 
ing of last July when we first met 
him. Although he was ill, his beauty 
and friendliness shone through him 
like the sun gleaming through a clear 
shiny window'. There seemed little 
hope of our little gem to live much 
longer, and everyone was sad. 

Anthony, our parakeet had been 
found in the yard of the Sisters Mag- 
dalens, and had been tenderly cared 
for until he was strong enough to be 
given to us. He wasn't, however, 
brought to our recreation room until 
he was completely well. It was on 
Tuesday evening that Anthony was 
finally brought to us. Being shy, our 
little green-feathered friend just sat 
in his cage and stared right back at 
anyone who came near him. Later on 
he began to get friendly with the girls 
and when it was time for our sing¬ 
ing lessons, Anthony would sing mer¬ 
rily along with us and hop around hap¬ 
pily in his cage pecking at the seeds, 
and arguing with himself in the mir¬ 
ror that was put up for his use. 

All grew to love Little Anthony, and 
very often a girl or two would visit 
his cage, which was kept in the front 
of the recreation room, and talk to 
him. He would look at them seemingly 
absorbed in their coaxing him to sing, 
and occasionally taking a peck at any¬ 
one who stuck her finger in his cage, 
and then he’d coo softly as if to say 
“I’m sorry.” 

One Tuesday morning, our dear 
friend died, the day on which we 
make our Novena to St. Anthony. I’m 
sure that when Little Anthony met 
the great Saint after whom he was 
named, he was one of the happiest 
birds that St. Peter ever let past the 
Golden Gate. He was buried by Nydia 
Campiz beneath the statue of Our 
Lady in our side yard. 

Although we miss him very much, 
we are eagerly anticipating Anthony 
II whom we hope will arrive soon. 

Maude Artis 


R AM B L I N G S 

Prof.: “Name the outstanding ac¬ 
complishment of the Romans.” 

Pupils “They understand Latin.” 

In a recent Biology exam the ques¬ 
tion was asked to give two reasons 
why man differs from animals. One 
answer: The difference between man 
and an animal is that man can stand 
erect on his own hind legs! 

When you answer the door and it’s 
a “bird,” make sure it isn’t a cuckoo! 

Two Franciscans were watching the 
cannibals as they boiled a large pot 
of water. ‘Why are you boiling that 
water?” they asked. “So we can boil 
you first,” they replied. “But you 
can’t do that,” they replied. “Don’t 
you know we’re Friars!” 

t 

One girl in the Biology class when 
asked what the separation between the 
thoracic and abdominal cavities was 
called, wrote “diet frame.” Well— 
at least it sounded something like the 
correct answer. 


“Sale on Poke Chops and Oranjez” 
* 

A certain Junior carries all her 
books with her every day. When asked 
when she finds the time to do all that 
studying, she replied, “Who studies ? I 
carry them because it makes me look 
intelligent!” 

* * * * 
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victory! 


Send for your 1961-62 subscription NOW 

Biology students have no desire to eat “caviar” (fish eggs, ugh!). Who 
says it is delicious???? 

* * * * 

Anyone wishing to raise Guppies, contact the Biology Dept. They are rais¬ 
ing them by the millions! (Secret Vitamins is the answer.) 

* * * * 


WILLIAM FENLEY 
























